





















































































































DISTORT #47 



BRANDO’S ISLAND 


Establishing a thinking about music and writing about music that is 
unsympathetic to academic resonance or market value is very important. 
Distort is in this spirit. I lay in bed and listen to the city and think about 
Sakevi plotting revenge. He knows what you did. 

This issue is a modern Melbourne comedown: interviews with 
Brando's Island, Justin K Fuller and Moon Rituals, a piece by Jess Johnson 
who illustrated the art on the cover, a piece by Jesse Thomas about the 
YDI record Black Dust, and some writing on choice modern psychedelic, 
hardcore and psychotic electronic music: Glue, Blotter, Puce Mary, Culo, 
Long Knife, Perspex Flesh, Martyr Privates, Goosebumps. 


DISTORT: AUSTRALIA’S ONLY MAGAZINE 


New mailing address : 

DX / PO BOX 1065 / Collingwood / Vic / Australia / 3066 


Credits: 


All writing DX unless otherwise credited. 

Centrespread and following page and cover illustrations,by Jess 
Johnson 

Cover James Vinciguerra 

Brando’s Island flier by Richard Costa. 

Brando’s Island interview by Cooper Bowman. 

Moon Rituals photo Sarah Hardiman. 

Justin Fuller art detail from Mental Shelf cover. 

Gaud / Future Archaic photo DX 
Total Control US tour poster Wei Huang. 



Brando’s Island are a four-piece from Melbourne and Newcastle 
playing a unique strain of mutant punk. Synth, vibraphone, drums, vocals. 
Their members have done time in Soma Coma, Castings, Pathetic 
Human, Velvet Whip, Chrome Dome, The Zingers and Flat Fix 
amongst numerous others. 

B1 wouldn’t have been out of place on the legendary 80’s public 
access show. New Wave Theatre. I can imagine Ivers introducing 
'Cryogenic Capers’. The band have just released their first 7” on vocalist 
Richard Costa’s label, Million Dollar Records, and played two Melbourne 
shows to launch it. Now seemed like a good time to catch up with synth 
player, Nick Senger, and vocalist, Richard Costa, to see what goes down on 
Brando’s Island. 

(Interview and introduction by Cooper Bowman.) 


I 


Why the name “Brando’s Island”? 

Senger : Marlon Brando purchased an atoll named Teitaroa in the 60's as 
an out from Hollywood. Today, it is a resort for silver spoons. What 
occurred in between is the most curious part. It's dark as fuck. 

Richo : It’s named after the private island of Tetiaroa in French Polynesia 
that was once owned by Marlon Brando. There is myth as to what actually 
happened on this secluded paradise, but I’m certain he spent a lot of time, 
kicking back picking his teeth with the toenails of rare sea turtles that he 
feverously gorged on. Excessive nature and isolation are themes I’ve 
touched on in a few of the songs, but I deducted this way after the band 
was named. It just came in a flash and I thought it sounded cool. 


What is Auto-Warfare about? It makes me think of people playing 
video games like Call Of Duty. 

Richo : It is about the general automation of technology and, to an 
extreme, the escalating demand for smart robotics in the weapons 
industry. Sure, I’m making a simile that it is like a video game, that you 
could control a drone or a missile while lounging back, better yet, all you 
probably need to do is punch in some codes and coordinates. Its coming 
from an ignorant point of view, but this technology is definitely not only 
exclusive to the military. I think I was also drawing influence from Bryce 
and I's over competitiveness versing each other in Mariokart 64. Hold the 
trigger, it’s the way of the pros. 


Is Cryogenic Capers influenced by Futurama? 

Richo: Ha ha. No that never crossed my mind. I actually got the idea from 
watching Errol Morris First Person series, the episode where he interviews 
a cryogenics advocate. Personally, I don’t agree with theory of placing the 
mind of someone 75+ years old that contains all their wisdom and 
experiences (including incontinence), on a spritely young body. I feel the 
waking shock would be unadaptable. Two things amused me while 
watching this episode. The idea that this expert claimed “theres nothing 
worse than death . And, that whilst they have found a way to extract body 
fluid and suspend the bodies in liquid nitrogen, it’s still left to “the people 
of the future will figure out what to do!” What future? It's all ifs and buts. 


How is your vocal / lyrical approach different to The Zingers? 

Richo : Everything’s different. The sound, tone, emphasis, the subject 
matter of the lyrics. Wich The Zingers, it was tailored to the high end 























tone of the music, and I went into the recording box with a grating but 
well executed nawnawing in mind that was meant to be punk to the 
excessive. I don’t mean any disrespect, but I am enjoying Brando’s Island 
more because it’s not making bratty statements that border on alter ego. 
I’m not saying that The Zingers was simple or one dimensional at all, I 
just feel I’m enjoying more freedom in BI for writing lyrics and creating 
moods. My voice is of course deeper than the Randy Richard character 
created on the Zingers LP, so I feel BI is more closely personalised and I 
can do a bit more with it. Ever since the demise of The Zingers I took a 
lot of time to assess the situation and in this time I exposed myself to a lot 
more influences on a broad spectrum, not intentionally, it just panned out 
that way. I understand it, but I’m trying to neglect comparisons between 
the two bands. 


What is your fave Brando flick and why? 

Senger: I'm not particularly interested in the 'character actor'. I’m 
fascinated by a man. By all accounts, he was gentle and frightening. A 
humble egoist brandishing power and sensitivity; looking way too deeply 
into the souls of himself and others, trying to make peace with his lot. 
Other people's too. He was complex and he tried. I respect that. So, I 
would answer with The Godfather. Purely because he helped bring 
something important to a table that were unaware or unwilling to do the 
right thing, whilst shitting on said table at the same time. 

Richo : I honestly think there aren’t many more perfect films made than 
Apocalypse Now. It is a miasma of madness that intensifies as each major 
actor is introduced, from Sheen, to Duvall, to Hopper, to MB etc. I don’t 
really care about Brando being one of the “original rebels of Hollywood” 
or “the man in the biker jacket”, or any of that shit. I respect that he was 
one of the first to publically announce the superficialities of fame, and do 
things on his terms. I have to respect Coppola for having insight into why 
he had to play Kurtz in that harrowing environment despite the 
extravagant cost of his service. Also, Brando’s Island is not meant to be a 
reference to Kurtz’ kingdom by any means. 


How was the material for the 7” recorded? 

Senger : Steve Fraser of Little Gold Studios in Brunswick was the man 
behind the controls - and always will be for us. We tracked live to 8-track 
reel to reel. Then some simple overdubs of vocals and a touch of guitar, 
glockenspiel etc. Seriously, if you want to capture your sound, track it live. 
One cannot duplicate the fear, energy and adrenaline otherwise. Ya know, 
the real stuff. 


How does it feel to be playing what Tommy Gunn refers to as “real 
music”, as opposed to the fake music you were playing before? 

Senger : It's all been pop music to my ears - I just happened to spend ten 
years ensconced in free improvisation/spontaneous composition as a ways 
to break on through, with five friends I love very much. We were mad and 
we succeeded. It was as real as it gets then and it is now. Apples and 
oranges still contribute to a fruit salad. Well maybe not oranges, but you 
catch my drift. I'm often surprised by people’s reactions to a shameless 
melody though. It almost feels like it comes from a position of disbelief. 


Do you have to change your synth settings much between songs? 

Senger : I have elaborate diagrams drawn up for each tune - and refer to 
them inbetween. In its most base form instrumentally, our group is three 
percussionists playing differing intertwined rhythms at once. As I have the 
most control over pitch, attack and tone, it's my job to sonically change up 
as much as I can. The time taken to do this when we play live irks some 
people. It's a mono synth from 1978 man. Just be thankful for the extra 
space to heckle. 


What was your favourite live set so far? 

Senger : The last show at the Tote was pretty rad. And our second 
Newcastle gig in the boardroom at The Croatian Club last October. 
When people are dancing and having fun (and when we can actually hear 
ourselves), we're happy. 

Richo : The last gig we played at the Tote on the 7 th of March, which was 
our 7 inch launch. That night had a relaxed feel, and for me personally, it 
was a great relief to have the record ready and be in control of that for the 
night, it really helped conquer premeditated anxieties. The lineup was 
good, we sounded great, we all played hard and had fun with it. And to 
hear the godly voice of Kawan Pressey over the PA at the tail end of the 
night was the icing on the cake. Who? 



What’s your favourite new wave banger at the moment? 

Senger : It depends on how one defines the term. For me, '78 to '88 was the 
last decade we've had people taking huge chances with what they did 
within traditionally structured three and four minute songs. True 
experimental pop. 

I'm sure the scent of money had something to do with it, but there has to 
be more to it than that. An argument can be made for lots of other more 
recent ■ stuff, but I don t believe it to be anywhere near as 
consistent. Anyway, I can’t do one - here's a few: 'Inside The Wolf by 
Andrew Poppy. Arguably my favourite song ever written. 'New Toy' by 
Lene Lovich. Perfect tune. Peerless bridge back into the last chorus. 'Ain't 
It A Shame' by The B-52's. This one hurts. It's gorgeous. We miss you 
Ricky. 

Richo : Hard to name one. Recently, whatever I listen to I keep returning 
to XTC ‘Black Sea’ and ‘English Settlement’. But only over the last week 
I’ve been turned on to the recording prowess of Peter Ivers. Both Peter 
Ivers Band Terminal Love and his self-titled LP on Warner Brothers are 
beautiful, askew, pop records. The late host of New Wave Theatre has a 
voice that can break you. It really depends on what you personally define 
as new wave .though. Over the last couple of days, been enjoying these 
songs: Peter Ivers - ‘Eighteen And Dreaming’, Devo - ‘Patterns’ and 
Green On Red - ‘A Tragedy’. 


So far you’ve played some pretty eclectic lineups. What’s the appeal of 
a mixed bill for you? 

j en g er: It just has to be this way. I have a low boredom threshold. We 
want to have fun and be challenged. Every show I've ever been a part of 
organising has featured people trying to achieve their aims in different 
ways, with different means to who played before or after them. We 
encourage you to ride with us. It's fun. 

Richo: I think it suits all of our best interests to put together and play 
mixed bills. I find it hard to sit through every band of a show we’re playing 
anyway, but variation and surprise are both good things and I have met a 
lot of interesting people on my level and made friends through playing and 
attending mixed bills. I like being challenged by music and it just feels 
more natural this way. 


What future plans do you have for the band? 

Senger : Our second 7" is in the can and will be out in the next few months 
on Altered States. East coast shows will follow to support it. One more 7" 
release later in the year, more gigs. And work toward an LP. We're a singles 
band so far, so we're looking forward to stretching out and tripping 
ourselves up. 

Richo : Our second EP should be coming out on Altered States in the 
coming months, and hopefully we will have another 7 inch out later in the 
year. I want to find time to be able go up the east coast with the band as 
well, but writing some new tracks is the key at the moment. 


























MOON RITUALS 


Moon Rituals is the solo electronic project of Sarah Hardiman, 

Wish guitarist. The songs have a direct intimacy that I appreciate in later 
Roxy Music and solo Bryan Ferry, who I revere beyond time, and her live 
band is a strong, somber minimal synth. She has yet to release anything but 
has been recording with Mikey Young, who plays in her live band. I 
interviewed her for Distort as her show during the Lower Plenty Tote 
Residency was one of the best I’d seen in ages and I felt it imperative to 
provoke your interest. Soundtrack to the comedown after a hectic 
amphetamine Summer. 


What was the first song you wrote for Moon Rituals? 

I was living in Geelong alone and all of my guitars were in Melbourne. I 
felt like making music so I stopped into Cash Converters and grabbed my 
$30 Medeli kid's keyboard (it's not a Casio Rich Stanley). I was inspired by 
Molly Nilsson's album 'These things take time.' The songs are genius and 
I watched a lot of YouTube clips and she just sings alone with a laptop and 
sorta sways side to side a little, she just kept that bedroom vibe - even live - 
and I kinda wanted to be brave enough to do something really intimate 
and serious but with a sense of the absurd like Molly. Anyway, she has a 
song called 'Poison Candy' so I wrote one called Poison Tongue.' 


What was it about the songs you write for Moon Rituals that you 
couldn't put into DeafWish? 

I only really want to play guitar with DeafWish, 1 don't play it that much 
any more (although I'm sure I'll come back to it). Guitar has become a bit 
limiting and I can never get my vocals over them! So this project was about 
experimenting wich my vocals. Although I did take some Moon Rituals 
lyrics from a song called 'Sex Witch' and put them on the new DW album. 
It's just about learning something new really. 


When I told you Moon Rituals reminded me of Ferry you said that 
you'd heard a great many comparisons and all of them disparate. 
Could you talk about some of these comparisons and why you think 
they're off the mark? 

The main one is Brian Ferry. I had never listened to him before. Then I 
was having a bath with my two besties and they played me a Ferry album 
and I could see the parallel: kinda masculine and borderline emotional 
breakdown, I liked it. On stage is one of the only places 1 can find a 
glimpse of purity and peace. 


You've been recording with Mikey. Do you have a release planned? 

This project has unfolded in surprising and natural ways. Even the 
collaboration with Mikey occurred slowly and has become really 
important to me. I told him recently that I'm reluctant for the album to 
end with him because the process has brought me so much joy. So, it s 
almost done but I'll wait for some kind of next step - the whole thing is 
about music and relationships being as innocent as possible - so no plans, 
we haven't looked at that side of things yet, but a release would need to 
keep that innocence. I'm scared of business, it can taint fun. 


Could you point to a film or book to explain MR? 

I remember a scene in Honey , I Shrunk the Kids! where the girl is dancing 
with a broomstick and singing in the kitchen and the cute boy she hooks 
up with later is watching her secretly and smiling - it's really cute. That's 
kinda what this project is about, a secret joy that I wanted to capture with 
music. It's a sentiment that is unfolding rapidly on stage and reminds me 
of a conversation I had with Jensen Tjhung about supernovas when I said I 
was gonna clean up my act and he referred to me as "that star that keeps on 
dying." 


I m interested in music as an obsessive, what was the first record you 
were obsessed with? How do you feel about it today? 

It wasn't really a record. My mum abandoned her turntable because Cds 
came in and I used to look at this weird furniture in the corner and 
wonder how I could get it working again. So I inspected its inner workings 
and discovered it needed a needle and rubber band to turn around and 
play the music, so I got the Yellow Pages out when I was about 15 and 
called heaps of places till I found a shop in North Melbourne that had the 
stuff I needed. When you grow up in Melton, this is unusual behaviour for 
a teenager. So I fixed it and started playing mum's albums like Hendrix, 
The Beatles, Zeppelin and Uriah Heep. She had heaps of 7" records too, 
so it was like a goldmine. It set the standard for a private pilgrimage. 













I interviewed Justin Fuller for about three hours one night before I went 
travelling last year and by the time I went to transcribe the tape early 2015 
it had been sitting in the sun and was full of ashes and of course I felt like a 
fuckhead. The following transcription is the remains of this discussion, 
brief insight into one of Melbourne’s finest. Justin plays heavy Detroit 
influenced techno under his own name, plays guitar in Zond and Tol and 
bass in Lakes and has a lot of history in this city, and this interview is the 
first part of an ongoing conversation 


When I first asked you about the tape you said you didn’t like it. What 
have you done different since then? 

Less droney stuff, more beats. I’m regressing back into my teenage 
interests. 

What happened to make you regress? 

I got sick of the improvised droney noise thing. 

What were you doing before that? 

I played in rock bands in the early 90’s, maybe around ’96 I started sticking 
mics into distortion pedals and clock radios. Me and this guy Chris 
Weston had a thing called Gaff Control. I’d heard of Merzbow and stuff 
like that, but he was the guy who got me into that stuff. He was a couple of 
years older than me. I heavily got into that kind of thing and did a really 
awful interpretation of what Merzbow was’ doing at the time. Really 
awful. No subtlety, just turn everything on as loud as you can. Mics into 
little devices, clock radios, whatever was metal. Started playing solo, 
continued that kind of thing. Me and Chris Smith started doing stuff with 
guitars. Laying guitars on amps. 

You were doing solo stuff at the same time? 


I was always doing solo stuff, always doing stuff at home in the 
loungeroom. It was years before I performed, but I’d experiment with 
things at home. Guitars on keyboards, messing around with gear. I can’t 
remember when I started performing, 2000, 2001, some gallery opening. It 
was pretty awful. It had no direction. 

At what point did you decide to put the guitar down? The most recent 
show you were just using a harmonica. 

Around 2008 I started using the guitar less. It’d still be there, on the table. 

I got sick of hiding behind it, I suppose. I was using a Doctor Rhythm bass 
kick but you couldn’t hear a rhythm. All that’s happened since then is the 
kick has been getting louder. It’s got to this point where I've put a snare in. 

I always wanted to put snare in. When you take a snare away, the piece is 
never going to start, so I never put it in because I didn’t want to scart yet. I 
still hesitate putting snare in. It just depends on how I feel. 

So, why are you unhappy with the recording? 

I’m not anymore. I was. I listened to it recently. It was pretty much live. In 
my house. Marcus Cooke just set up his laptop and I just played into the 
laptop. It was a combination of both of us mixing it live. But, it has 
changed since that tape. 

The last couple of times I saw you play people were getting into it. 

The groove. 

Getting into the groove. 

There’s a bit more of a groove. I wanted that. I still want that depressing 
factory time over the top of it. There’s a part of me that doesn’t want it to 
be a good time. 

There’s this contrarian impulse in you. You want to draw people in 
just to push them away. Zond plays really loud. Really loud. 

I just like to trim the fat. I can’t stop myself putting a really awful 
frequency into a part that just doesn’t work. It comes from sound 
performance. I’d rather come away from something loving or hating it 
than being indifferent to it. 

What have you been doing with bands since the Zond LP? 

Tax, Lakes, I did some time with Divorced. 

How do you account for the increasing number of industrial or noise 
heads making techno? 

Rock music is pretty boring across the world. Australia’s got some good 
bands, but it’s mostly boring. I’ve copped shit for making techno from the 
experimental scene. For going in a dance direction. It’s trend, because 
people in Europe are doing it. It’s called the techno noise bandwagon. It s 
not like one day I started doing this. I liked techno when I was a teenager, 
in the late 80’s. 

What’s the problem with techno? 

It’s people feeling betrayed on a noise and experimental basis. But, they 
don’t get, when you play the same music for 20 years, it’s not experimental 
anymore. The club is experimental for me. 

What kind of techno have you been listening to? 

I love Jeff Mills. His vibe, it’s ultra businesslike. Cold vibe. Not German 
cold, more Detroit cold. You can hear the history of Detroit in there. 

Detroit, man. 

Cars. 

There’s a lot of Detroit in what you do. Lots of Stooges in Zond. 

It’s Geelong. 

Lots of Stooges in Geelong. Bored saying they were into Rocket From 
The Tombs. How the fuck did that happen. 


Factory town. First band I was in, first two songs I learnt were ‘I Wanna 
Be Your Dog’. And ‘Astronime Domine’. Those songs are easy to learn. 
Droney. They stuck with me, every kind of music. 





































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































JESSJOHNSON 


This is a piece wricten by Melbourne arcist Jess Johnson, who 
provided the cover artwork for this issue of Distort. In Jess’ art I could see 
the psychedelic dystopian science fiction of Philip K Dick or William 
Gibson in visual splendor, and I was curious to know about her experience 
of music and science fiction. 

Jess’ work has always struck me at the few exhibitions I’ve attended. 
One piece I witnessed in a very crowded gallery near my joint last year was 
a very psychedelic animation of her illustrations in colour called 
‘Mnemonic Pulse’. I watched it on repeat, mesmerized, for many cycles, no 
doubt with acolyte glee pinned on my face, tripping, very imbalanced. It 
was the best sci fi animation I’d seen since Fantastic Planet. The 
soundtrack was a very cold electronic piece that complimented the visuals. 
Jess later told me Andrew Clarke did the Soundtrack and Simon Ward 
did animation. 

Her artwork has been exhibited at public art institutions including 
the Museum of Contemporary Art (NSW), The National Gallery of 
Victoria (VIC), Ian Potter Museum of Art (VIC), Gertrude 
Contemporary Art Spaces, (VIC), Artspace (NZ), and Tate Modern 
(UK). She has also exhibited at various artist run and commercial spaces 
including Death Be Kind, Utopian Slumps, The Narrows (MEL) Ryan 
Renshaw Gallery (QLD), Peleton, Darren Knight (SYD), Inflight (TAS) 
and Ivan Anthony Gallery (NZ). 



Music that I listen to in the studio is somewhat “cold”. I like pattern 
music as long as it’s not too mathy. I don't much like listening to music 
with lots of emotion in it. That sounds awful but I get turned off by 
anything that tries to push me into feeling something prescribed. In the 
studio I prefer music that simply helps me feel spacey, like an untuned 
radio station. Most of my thoughts about music are accompanied by 
images. When music is too defined by genre or scene or individual 
emotion, it's like the music is located inside a closed room, with no doors 
or windows. It feels claustrophobic to me. Like a dead. end. All this shifts 
with music that is reaching somewhere beyond definition. It’s like doors 
and windows appear in the room. Sometimes the walls can actually fall 
away and you find yourself floating in the vastness of space, completely 
unshackled from everything. Basically this is the best state for letting my 
mind wander whilst I’m drawing. That way the images can just float to the 
top without me really having to think about them. 


Music can open up new portals in our reality, which is something all 
art forms share. There's a word that's been used in contemporary art 
writing a lot lately. It’s 'atemporal'. I looked it up recently and it was 
actually coined by William Gibson. It means 'existing without relation to 
time'. It refers to the specific time we live in now, which is unique in that 
all the accumulated information of human civilization is available to us on 
our Smartphone. Contemporary art context uses the word to mean you 
can't make a mark today without referencing that mark in history. 
Anything contemporary' or 'new' is just a pastiche of what's come before. 
So all eras co-exist simultaneously in what we do now. I might be 
understanding it wrong but I imagine all these moments in time tumbling 
together and flying off into infinite speculative futures and tangential 
possibilities. There's something about that which resonates with me. I 
think it relates to how I construct my images and there's something 
compositionally musical about it too. In terms of the images I make, I 
want them to embody both the past and the future. I've never been very 
interested in the present. 



I often use text in my work and keep notebooks of words and 
phrases. The phrases are often rhythmic and quite insistent. They get 
stuck in my head like little thought-worms; swimming around until I’m 
able to get them out by putting them in a drawing. Sometimes I find 
words in science fiction books and song lyrics. Mostly I'm attracted to 
made-up words. Names of weapons or instruments like 'Mnemonic Pulse', 
which references a machine described in Frank Herbert's Dune' novel, 
designed to imprint images upon the mind of the wearer. 

One of my favorite books is 'Riddley Walker' by Russell Hoban. It’s 
set in a post-apocalyptic world that is written in this strange re¬ 
constructed language. In the book a new world has been formed from the 
wreckage of the old. Language itself has been shattered and put back 
together. This idea has been really influential to me in terms of my 
artwork. 



There’s a correlation to music in this. When people reach for 
something intangible in music the rules can be bent and broken. I like how 
song lyrics can be really inventive. One of my recent drawings has the 
world 'MYSTEREALITY' prominently in it. This is the title of a song by 
Orchestral Maneuvers’ in the Dark. It’s a beautiful, perfect made-up 
word. Or 'Stakker Humanoid’, which is the name of a seminal acid techno 
track from '88 (it matches this reoccurring image in my drawings of 
humanoid figures stacked on top of each other, rising like columns out of 
the landscape). 


1 have a pretty small catalogue of what I listen to. When I find 
something I like, I latch onto it and listen to it on repeat until its absorbed 
into my DNA. I’ve done that recently with Container who makes really 
blunt techno. I find his music really hypnotic. I’ve also liked this Canadian 
Synth band called Trust and have listened to a lot of John Carpenter 
soundtracks this year. Sometimes I get stuck on just one song like with 

Atom TM ('The Sound Of Decay'), Moondog ( Wind River Powwow'), 
Laurie Anderson ('O Superman') and Orchestral Maneuvers in the Dark 
('The Messerschmitt Twins'). 


I did most of my reading of science fiction when I was younger. I 
was really ravenous for stuff. I read a huge amount and would just pour 
myself into other worlds. Science fiction was a form of escapism for me. I 
much preferred my mind being occupied by epic galactic space dramas 
then the reality of growing up in small town New Zealand. In the last few 
years my reading has declined a lot. I think it's because I spend all day in 
my head in the studio. When 1 leave I just want to watch reality TV and 
eat toast. I m much less interested in what other people are doing or 
thinking. I m not sure what it is but I think I m hesitant to be consumed 
or influenced too much by other people’s worldviews. I want to be doing 
the imprinting, not having my mind imprinted! 
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Philadelphia 1982. The house on the street in the part of town 
you’ve been told to never go near. You do today. You walk past the 


hispanics with their shirts off on the corner, their eyes fixed on you only, 
you don’t speak what they call out to you. Across the street a white male 


with scabs that have engulfed his body beats his face into a brick wall, his 
nose disintegrating across his face, teeth and blood and bone and skin 
flying like sparks off a grinder. A group of young black men are prodding 
something dead with the end of a snapped pool cue. Bone fragment hang 
from around their necks. Modern day skull collectors. Born from and born 
for urban kill. Pregant with delusions they possess devils in their hearts. 
Fuckhead sits in the car with fuckhead. He doesn’t have much space, he 
doesn’t need much space. He uses what he has, room enough to bring his 
elbows back. Each time he hits her her head collects the door window. 
One more just sweet enough and her head goes through. Shattered glass 
and blood reflecting from her hair like glitter at a discotheque. The stench 
is overwhelming. The stench from that house is overwhelming. You’re still 
five houses from it. Walking to the front door snap! the rotten wooden 
steps snap as you move forward. You want to go inside but the door has no 
handle. You’re alone, all alone. You are all alone and you can’t come in. 
You push open the door to meet the room in darkness. The only thing 
that finds you is the smell. The smell and the buzzing of ten billion 
blowflies. Walking through the room your feet collide into something, it s 
too dark to make what it is. More blowflies arise from below whatever it 
was you kicked. You open blindfolds. Shit mixed with cum mixed with 
piss mixed with shit confronts you. There s bodies sagged in the corners. 
There’s blood on the walls, on the ground there’s two women entwined 
together. They both have their mouths open upon the other s shoulder. 
Biting one another, biting without teeth, starved, no food, no food the 
food has run out. You hear the whimpers of a man in a distant room, 
finding him skin and bone, white as a sheet, he scratches layers of skin 
from his arm and his stomach and his neck, his big eyes see past you, his 
mutters are toward you but not to you, you can’t make it out, it’s all total 
nonsense, indecipherable. No life. No nothing 
(Jesse Thomas, 29/4/2013) 


YOU BETTER SHUT UP AND LISTEN 


Goosebumps - Scared To See A Doctor 7" 

Here’s some proof that physical media is atavistic. 

Let me rap a little about this piece of Ancient History. 

This record came out last year! 

By now there are children with the artwork tattooed on their chest 
who have already abandoned their intermittent Death Rock phase for 


minimal ambient techno, but if you’re broke and without a high speed 
internet connection, here it is, 

one of the best records from 2014, a tough drug punk noise rock 
hardcore 7” from newyorkcity. 

Brutish, brash, pretty fuckin’ fried, a more ignorant Puffy Areolas. 
Highly recommended. 

For more Ancient History studies, for more 2014 records, read on... 


Puce Mary Persona LP 

Initial exposure to Puce Mary’s dense and intricate compositions 
prompted rediscovery of the potent power in modern electronic music, 
and obsessive listening to Persona during a particularly dark 2014 
convinced me Frederikke’s work is pinnacle. There are moments which 
affect hostility, but these are tempered by vast passages which incline one 
toward feeling voyeuristic. The view here is a dissection. Dispassionate 
voices describe intimate experiences. This is serious work, committed to 
scrutinizing depravity, but in a very European manner it avoids the 
overwrought showmanship of American noise performances concerned 
with the same material. One exceptional quality of contemporary Danish 
post-industrial, by which I mean Posh Isolation, is that it is very serious. 
American seriousness has exhausted the attention of most Australians I 
know inclined toward listening to psychotic electronic music. The Danish 
use of English has a very sincere quality. Sincerity in Australia is often a 
burden, but there’s something charming about Danish sincerity, the use of 
words with direct purpose. The very serious intonations suggest a careful 
and interrogative approach to composition that in lesser hands would 
seem ridiculous. That Puce Mary has released a record of this exceptional 
quality is no great surprise given the disarming quality of her early tapes, 
and each release shows a developing strength and promise into the future. 
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Blotter - Under Armour ’77 7” 

Sick band name and fried drawings attracted my attention, but an 
ugly lyric sheet and song name like ‘No Country For Old Kids’ had me 
wary. The cynicism was not warranted. Fortune prevails in the age of 
quarrel. Blotter is crude and spiteful and hostile to laziness. Raw hardcore 
with potent disgust and a thick modern outsider hardcore feel, I’m 
thinking of Simfuckers, Goosebumps, Taipan / Oily Boys, etc., all 
bands with harsh energy that neglect to throw out cues and inclusive 
winks to the vain hyperreal. SCHOOLED. 
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Martyr Privates Bless / Native Son 7” 

Taking drugs to write about records to take drugs to. If you recall 
trying out tepid stock like Black Angels hearing of the apparent influence 
of Spacemen 3 and Brian Jonestown Massacre, you’d probably relate: it’s 
a mean feat in 2014 to hear anything that references those bands explicitly 
that isn’t weak Stoner indie rock. This 7” is an exception. Of course, 
nobody should bother proselytizing in favour of Brian Jonestown 
Massacre. It is embarrassing to even write their name in print: Newcombe 
spends enough time crucified to his dick for the rest of the world, and he 
can suffer for all of us. But, I have a point that I feel justifies the indignity 
of mentioning BJM. It is a good thing to hear Martyr Privates drawing 
from the same Spacemen 3 as Newcombe without falling into the same 
abyss, and this 7” is a fine example of what can be done with UK drug 
punk that doesn’t soften into limp shoegaze slop, particularly the dense 

Stooges thump in 'Bless'. It's alright. Come down easy. It’s a codeine haze. 
You’ll be OK. You just need to eat something. 
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Perspex Flesh Perspex Flesh 7” 

Top shelf ugly UK hardcore. Discomforting lyrics portray a 
fractured personality haunted by guilt and crippled by anxiety, delivered 
with a thick coat of bile. Thick coat of bile. Distils the brooding psychotic 
energy Cold Sweat excelled at on Blinded into a heavy 7” of vast merit. 
When UV played London wc were interviewed at the best end of a bottle 
of vodka, and I was asked why I hated England so much. In response to my 
initial confusion, the interviewer explained that in years of writing for 
Distort I’ve said little in favour of the English, so it seems pertinent for the 
sake of clarity to say despite my entrenched Australian intolerance for the 
country, I need the English. I think the modern UK hardcore and punk 
bands are killing it, and Perspex Flesh show the way, as does Quango, 
Die, Mob Rules, Good Throb, etc. I need it. I need it. No love lost. 


















GOAT Dreambuilding7 ” i 

“In another era, when truth was assumed to have something to do 
with beauty and love, the psychedelic modes of mind expansion were 
suitably kaleidoscopic, buoyant and exuberant, both in imagery sound and 
drug of choice. Today, a more cynical time, psychedelia still seeks to render 
truth, except clarity of vision has more to do with erasing silly ideas and 
opting again for a more stark realism.” From Degenerate Mag #15 

I’m discouraged when I hear celebrated contemporary pop 
psychedelic rock bands like GOAT and Tame Impala. SURE, I get it, I 
can hear the bands like Taj Mahal Travellers and Fela Kuti in GOAT 
that you can. But it is sounding like talented musicians with responsible 
management, yes? It’s a guilty pleasure, but it must be opposed in print. I 
can’t hear the bad trip. Psych carries a legacy of wholesome mind 
expansion. In modern hands this is a cheerful Christian passivity. Prayer- 
group platitudes. MDMA music. Drug experiences rooted in the enforced 
good vibes of saccharine serotonin sentimentality. I can toast MDMA 
music, and I can deal with good vibes, but we all have a responsibility to 
direct attention toward the modern psychedelia that is disheveled, the 
music that affects us because it speaks of something that is happening to us 
all, in this moment: modern psychedelic hatred. Bands like Gutter Gods 
or Velvet Whip are especially capable of enforcing the bad trip, an 
atmosphere of fantasy disfigured with horrific visions. When hardcore 
brought the bad trip into psychedelic rock music (VOID) and the 
economy crashed and the war didn’t end and the world became smaller 
and the pigs didn’t strike and the oceans started rising and the sun became 
more hateful and the drugs didn’t work to wash them all away, going back 
to pre-Void psychedelia, trying to turn off your mind and relax and float 
downstream, it’s good trip music, Heavens Gate for festive teens. We must 
bleed. 


Die Die 7” 

Merciless hardcore with obsessive precision. The discipline of 
Boston’s finest with a strong feel of early Discharge. From ‘Life Is Hate’: 
“Life is hate. Life is pain. Life is chains. Life is shame. Life is war.” 
Criminal minded pure disgust. A way of thinking without value. Without 
reward. Without comradery. Without consolation. A damaged psyche 
with no allies, no salvation, no hope. The testament: anxiety and terror 
result from vicious insights into depravity and mortification. Hate, pain, 
chains, shame..War. The devotion of hours and days to sitting in a 
cramped room making hateful music with other human beings who share 
the same anxiety and nihilistic sentiments is a compromise. This record is 
a compromise. There is glory in that. From ‘No Vision’: “Lost all meaning. 
Got nothing to believe in. Wake up screaming. Can’t take it anymore.” 
Explicitly about a smack fiend, but situated between songs about war and 
the brilliant purity of death you might find that hammer stands in here for 
the ceaseless corruption of stimulated desires. Do you fiend for anything? 
It goes on. On and on. Could you stand under the weight of this? Six 
songs. Savage depictions of the modern condition: obsolescence, 
insignificance and exploitation. You are not better off enshrouded in the 
merciless anxiety of modern hardcore, but if this is how you get your kicks 
for living. Die is the real deal. Waste Management’s Power Abuse is a 
close peer, but certainly not as dark as this. 


GLUE - Glue 7” 

I’m fucked for time, but I’ve got a lot of time for this Glue record. 
There’s hardcore to get fucked up to, and there’s hardcore to get your shit 
together. Listen to Jezus when you wane to make a mess. Listen to Last 
Rights when you’re tightening the screws. A band like Glue are decent for 
both experiences. Like Void are. Like Gutter Gods are. Ihree songs 
depict the problem with human relationships: the fake. The fake are the 
enemy. Unworthy of respect. The other song explains why you are fake: 
you only hear what you wanna hear. Most of the time I don t fuck with 


questions of authenticity, questions of fake or real. You re all inclined to 
grovel and you’re probably reliable in someone’s eyes. I cut with Glue 
when I need a sharper high because harmony is inconceivable. Too many 
people grovel in fear of disapproval. If you want to get anything done, you 
are going to have to face estrangement and conflict, you are going to have 
to be dependable and you are going to have to hear things you don't want 
to hear. Glue don’t grovel. This is a prize shot into the void. 

Long Knife Possession 7” 

Portland’s kings of darkness follow up a solid LP with a better 7”. 
TC and UV were fortunate to tour under the all seeing eye of the 
drummer J.S. He made it loud and clear they’re well aware that whenever 
their record gets played there will be a couple elephants crowded into the 
room. The vocals are belted out with Jerry A’s pure disgust, and the rifFing 
is P.I.G. That’s a couple fat fucks to drop on the scales. Audacity matters, 
and this 7” has a feel of a band that tightened the screws til they threaded. 
The looseness they’ve achieved has a sick menacing gait to it, perfect 7 
material, four songs about drug addiction and negative mental attitude. 
It’ll satiate the urges of perverts who booted up the Annihilation I ime 
7”s. 


CuLO My Life Sucks and I Could Care Less LP 
One of the best hardcore bands UV Race played with on tour in 
America, Cillo are from some suburb outside of Chicago that people from 
the city talked about with distrust. Like Wollongong is to Sydney, like 
Zone 3 was to Melbourne, but also like Sydney is to Melbourne and 
Melbourne is to the rest of the country. A lot of people who talked about 

them at the first show we played together proposed either they were rich 
kids slumming it or tasteless psycho suburban brats. They had a bunch of 
firm believers from the city who also declared they were superior to 
anything happening within Chicago. I liked how Culo and their acolytes 
all sat together in a tight clique, drinking in the same spot all night, 
watching the other bands and selling their shirts and tapes. When they 
played that small group took over the room. Their styled suggested old US 
violent hardcore. Negative Approach and Urban Waste came to mind. 
Indecent and hateful and immoral music. When the band started, the 
singer poured beer all over the room, and people started punching 
eachother, and the room cleared out pretty quickly. Very dumb. Two 
guitarists playing loud and a confused looking frontman with terrified 
expression. By the time we got back to Chicago, three years later, they 
were looking grown out, more fucked up, and a little strung out. It was as 
strong as the first show, even though they were slowing down the pace a 
little and hamming it up a bit more. It was still very hateful music, and 
there was more Poison Idea in their presence. It lacked the youthful 
vitality of their first show. They called their LP My Life Sucks and I Could 
Care Less. Vitality is not their priority. This was an experience confronting 
in abject hostility. When some people say fuck the world, what they mean 
is, this world is flawed, it has done something to me and now I want to do 
something to it. They call this hatred, but it is really resentment, because 
one is still elevating themselves above the implication of their own actions. 
This is hatred as most people view it, the hatred of the Christian, 
sanctifying their vengeful sentiments as a reaction to an intolerable reality. 
Contrarily, some people develop this far enough to say that as I am of the 
world, I am the world, and the most pronounced target of their hatred 
becomes themselves, everything in themselves that is world. This kind of 
hatred is often viewed as unproductive and profane because it is not 
inclined toward progressive sentiments or holy ends. It is directed toward 
insanity and death. It is limitless and unaffected. It is against Christian or 
Communist punk bands who elevate possibilities and ideal worlds. The 
focus of this experience is to make music that expresses a universal disgust, 
and self abuse is a consequent expression of this. Experience of this music 
elevates, and it also fucks you up, because hatred is isolating and damaging. 
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NOW: 

SOMA COMA - DUST I2" 


20 15 


NEXT: 

POWER - ELECTRIC GLITTER BOOGIE 1*" 

LEATHER LICKERS - LEATHER LICKERS7- 

DRIBtlLE - HATERS 7" - 

TOHMY T AND THE CLASSICAL MISHAPS-1 HATE TOHMV T 7 


LATER: 

TYRANNAMEN - TYRANNAMEN IE- 
OILY BOYS- MIDNIGHT OILY 7" 

. “V RAC E -FROM THE SUN 7" 

VELVET WHIP - HOLY CHALLISCASSETTE 
STRAIGHT JACKET NATION - POWER IT UP 12" 
BROWN HAIR - BROWN HAIR 7” 

COOLEO BY »EATH - COMPILATION 12” 
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cathedral, ktosiad, the briiigerof everything 


A generation of teens are 
screaming for more LOW LfFE 


They're the new craze that's 
sweeping the nation! 
if you dig LOW LIFE sign up to 
the official fan club! 


Just send in $5 to the LLFC HQ 

7 Bishop Street 

Brunswick 

VIC 3056 V 

AUSTRALIA 

for your regular dose 
of the action! 
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